OH GAY ARE THE GARLANDS

'King Olaf Trygvesson was a better Christian than
any of you. He took Christ's sword in his hand and
killed all his enemies with it. He did not have all his
wives at once. Some were in other countries. As you
would be for King Harald Hardrada!'

She did not answer him, but looked, and at last
stretched out her tight-crook'd fingers towards his
head, drew back a moment, and then let them go to
touch his hair. Because he wore it long, in great
yellow she-plaits, it seemed to Anastasia less danger-
ous a caress than any on hands or face. Her finger-
tips knew exactly its texture and the shape of the
strong bones under it. He in return leant his head
against her thigh and looked up at her. She said:
'The Empress has not spoken of the matter
again.'

He said: 'The guard are on duty every morning.
It was better killing Turks in Jerusalem land. I am
next the throne because I am captain. We must
needs keep our eyes down, but he would be a fool who
did not see through his eyelids how she looks at me!
You had best say no more for a time.'

'No,' said the girl, 'let us go on talking about death,
Harald.'

'I would rather make love to you,' he said, 'I am
tired of this talk about death. You folk in Micklegard
have too many dealings with the saints.'

She smiled a little: 'That's not for you to say,
Harald, with your Saint Olaf!'

'Oh well,' he said, 'my own stepbrother is a
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